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	1. Chapter 1

Officer Judy Hopps strolled through the double doors of the police station, her eyes lighting up as she sighed happily. It felt good to be back. Her leg was still in bandages after her injury on the night howler case, but her doctor had pronounced her well enough to go back to work and Chief Bogo had willingly accepted her back onto the force.

"Hi Clawhauser!" she called "How's it going?"

"Judeee!" Clawhauser called over to her, putting his cinnamon doughnut down on the box in front of him. "It is _so good_ to see you! How are you? We were all totally impressed with how you handled the case! All on your own too!"

"Well, thanks," Judy said, smoothing her paw over her ear in embarrassment, "but I wasn't really on my own - I couldn't have done it without Nick."

"Oh yeah! Nick Wilde, right? He's started police training! He's one funny guy!"

"Yeah I know, he told me he'd started." Judy smiled as she thought of her fox friend – he'd been round to visit during her recovery period, sidling into her room with a big bunch of flowers. "Well, I'd better report for duty. See you later Clawhauser!"

She had started to walk over to the briefing room when Clawhauser called back to her "Hopps, wait! There's a letter for you, I almost forgot! It's here somewhere…" he rummaged around in the paperwork on one side of the desk, and then handed her a small white envelope addressed to 'Officer Hopps'. Judy took it and brushed the sugar crumbs off it before opening it. It read:

'Dear Officer Hopps,

I'd just like to thank you personally for finding my husband, Emmitt Otterton, and returning him home. The night howler antidote has worked well and he is now fully recovered. We saw you and your friend Mr Wilde on television, and we are so grateful that you took on the case.

We would both like to thank you in person, and we want to invite you and Mr Wilde round to dinner at our house. Emmitt is due to be released from observation at the hospital on the 16th, so if all goes well it would be wonderful to have a small celebration of his recovery that evening – please do let us know if you can attend.

Yours,

Evangeline Otterton.'

"Awww." Judy smiled and refolded the letter into its envelope, tucking it into her belt and jogging to roll-call.

In the briefing room she hopped onto her chair in the front row, ignoring some of the stares she received from the other officers. Chief Bogo walked into the room and glanced down at his notes "Right then. First, we have an officer to congratulate. Officer Hopps, well done on solving your first case." The room burst into noises of approval; trumpeting, howling and clapping. The rhino sitting beside her thumped her on the back – she braced her paws on the table to stop her head hitting the desk.

"Alright, alright." Officer Bogo called. "Right, now as you know it's the new mayor's inaugural speech this afternoon, and we need to check the security arrangements for it. This morning we're patrolling the route and area, keeping an eye out for anything unusual. Then we'll come back here for lunch, and back out again for the real thing this afternoon. Any questions? Good, let's go."

Judy and the other officers spent the morning strolling through Savannah Central as instructed, familiarising themselves with the parade route. It was an easy morning's work.

At lunch time Judy grabbed a tray of vegetable stew from the canteen, and looked around for somewhere to sit. Suddenly she spotted Nick sitting at the far end of the room by himself. She bounded over to him "Nick!"

He looked up and grinned "Hey Carrots! I was wondering when you would show up."

"First day back." She said, climbing onto the seat opposite him. "Managed without me?"

He rolled his eyes "Carrots, I managed on the streets for ten years before you turned up. I think I can handle a few obstacle courses."

"Uh-huh." She looked sceptically at him "so you won't be needing this muscle balm that I just happened to bring in then?" she held a tub of soothing cream just out of his reach.

"Well, I suppose I could try it…" he answered, trying to grab the little pot, and then groaning as he felt his shoulder muscles strain. "Okay, you win, training hurts, now give me the balm? Please?"

Judy laughed and handed it over "Here. If you need someone to do your back, you know where to find me."

"Ha, you just want an excuse to see me shirtless." He smirked at her.

"That depends. Have you managed to get any decent abs yet?"

"Hey! I am offended by that remark. How do you know I didn't have 'decent abs' as you say, before?"

"Fair point." She nodded, took a mouthful of stew and chewed thoughtfully. Then she looked up "Did you?"

"I don't think that's something an innocent little bunny should be wondering about." He smirked, and reached across the table to pat her head.

She was unimpressed "That's a no then."

"You're incorrigible."

She decided it was time to change the subject, so she passed him the letter from Mrs Otterton. "Here, read this. Want to go?"

He scanned the letter, and looked up thoughtfully "Could be nice. You want to?"

"Yeah," she nodded enthusiastically "Mrs Otterton is lovely. She believed that I could solve the case when no-one else did."

Nick frowned "I believed in you."

"Only after I clamped your buggy, blackmailed you, and stood up to Mr Big." She reminded him.

He tilted his head, acknowledging her point. "Anyway, the 16th is this Saturday – you'd better reply to the Ottertons to let them know we can make it."

"I will. She's put a phone number on the bottom of the letter – I'll call her later."


	2. Chapter 2

On Saturday Judy and Nick sat together eating lunch, as had become their custom over the last few days.

"So shall I pick you up after work tonight?" Judy asked.

"What, in your meter maid car?" Nick smirked "I doubt I'd even fit."

"Actually, they've given me a proper patrol car now." She polished her police badge with her paw "A big 4x4." She paused and then admitted "Although I do have to use a booster seat to drive it."

"Ha! Alright then, but we'll need to stop off at my place so I can change out of uniform."

"Yeah I'll need to change as well. And we should pick up something to take as a gift."

"Flowers?" Nick suggested.

"Mr Otterton is a florist, you dumb fox. He'll have more flowers than he knows what to do with."

"Bottle of wine?"

"Better." She smiled at him. "How are your muscles?"

"Better. Thanks for the balm."

"No problem." Judy scrambled out of her seat, and went to stack her tray at the side of the canteen. On her way back she suddenly jumped up onto the back of Nick's chair, gave his shoulders a quick squeeze, and bounded off again. "See you later!" she called.

"Hey! Come back here!" He called after her, but she didn't turn round. He muttered to himself "If you're going to give someone a massage you may as well do it properly."

"I heard that!" she whipped round and winked at him "Ask me later – some of us have got work to do!"

Judy spent the afternoon watching CCTV footage to try and detect a pickpocket who was operating in the rodent tubes. By five o'clock her eyes were hurting, but she was pretty sure the culprit was a chubby hamster and she hurried over to the publicity office to get a search photo put out. She took one from the printer thinking she would show it to Nick. As he often boasted, he knew most mammals in the city, and he might be able to save her some time by identifying the hamster for her.

Nick was waiting for her at the doors out of the station. "How about you finish that massage now, Carrots? We were doing the ice wall today and I hurt."

"Nope, we've got to get going." Judy smiled up at him and skipped ahead to where her car was parked. Nick trailed behind her, grumbling as he climbed slowly into the passenger seat.

"Aww, poor fox." Judy reached up to pat him on the head "Tell nurse Judy where it hurts."

"Everywhere." He answered, trying to hide his smile.

"You need to toughen up."

"I'm trying to!"

Judy laughed. "Here." She passed him the photo of the hamster pickpocket "Recognise this guy?"

"Ye-es…"

"What?"

"I assume he's a wanted criminal now, huh?"

Judy carefully steered the big vehicle out of the car park and into the stream of rush-hour traffic. "Yep, he's a pickpocket."

"Uh-huh."

"So who is he?"

"Come on Judy," Nick said pleadingly "You can't expect me to turn in all my old pals!"

"Nick Wilde!" she braked hard at a traffic light and turned to stare at him "You are a police officer-in-training, and it is your _job_ to bring criminals to justice!" her tone softened "Didn't you ever think this would be a conflict of interest for you?"

"I don't know…" he scratched his ear "It didn't seem to be a problem on the night howler case, and I've been in training since then. I guess I just thought I could…work round it somehow."

Judy shook her head. "Well I can't force you to tell me." She didn't look at him as she drove across the junction and turned right.

After a short silence Nick said in a monotone "Jeremy Muncher. Lives in tiny town, down the dodgy end of Brick Street."

He was rewarded with a soft smile from Judy. "Thanks." She paused "I'll try not to ask again."

"No, you're right – I'm going to have to think about this sometime. I just hope you never get Finnick for anything!"

They drove in silence for a few moments, until Judy punched the radio button and Gazelle's new single filled the car. Soon they pulled up outside Nick's flat in a converted garage by the side of a bridge.

"You realise your home looks like a drug dealer's den?" Judy commented.

"You realise that is an offensively stereotypical comment?" Nick shot back at her, smirking as he scrambled out of the car "Anyway, it's much nicer inside. Want to check it out?"

She locked the car and followed him into the building. Nick left her to look around as he went into his bedroom to change. The main room was open plan, with a kitchen unit at one side and a sofa and a couple of comfy-looking chairs on the other side. Everything was made of wood and fabric in natural colours.

"It's a very nice flat." Judy said as Nick re-emerged in his typical Hawaiian print shirt and short chinos "especially for someone with such poor fashion sense!"

"Hey!" he looked down at himself doubtfully "Do you think I should change?"

"No, you look just fine." She jumped onto the table next to him and gave him a peck on the cheek. "Come on."

Next they stopped at Judy's block of flats, where she raced upstairs to her room to change into a summery dress with small blue flowers printed on it. She paused in front of the mirror to smooth her fur, and then ran back downstairs to the car.

Nick's eyes widened as she jumped in. "What?" she asked.

"Nothing. Uh. Nice dress." He said quickly.

"Thanks." She smiled at him and they drove off. After picking up a bottle of red wine from a local store they pulled up outside the Ottertons' house.


	3. Chapter 3

With a slightly apprehensive look at his partner, Nick rang the Ottertons' doorbell.

After a few seconds Mrs Otterton opened the door wearing a flowery apron, and ushered them inside saying "Oh do come in! I'm so glad you could both make it."

Judy presented the bottle of wine they had brought, and Mrs Otterton thanked them, and guided them into the living room. Mr Otterton was standing in the centre of the cosy room, along with some other guests who had already arrived. "Ah, my heroes!" he said when he saw them, coming over to shake them both warmly by the hand. "Of course, technically we've already met, although under quite different circumstances." He looked serious for a moment "I can't thank you enough for getting me home again."

"We're glad to see you recovered so well, sir." Judy answered.

"Oh, call me Emmitt!" he said, putting a hand on Nick's shoulder.

"And do please call me Evangeline." Mrs Otterton said. "Now, let me get you a drink and Emmitt can introduce you to everyone. Wine for you both? Red or white?"

Nick and Judy both asked for glasses of red, and Evangeline bustled out to the kitchen to get them. Emmitt steered them both round the room introducing people "This is Percy, who works in the greengrocer's shop next to mine," they nodded to a fat beaver who was monopolising the nuts; "Manny and Leslie who we've known since university," an elegant badger couple smiled at them from beside the window; "and last but certainly not least, Ben from my yoga class."

"Hey dudes. Sup?" A rabbit said from where he was slumped on the sofa. His eyes looked slightly red around the edges.

"Hi Ben." Judy said brightly.

At that moment Evangeline Otterton reappeared with glasses of wine for her and Nick. "Here you are dear," she said, passing a glass to Judy "I see you're getting to know our friend Ben! Why don't you take a seat," she gestured to the sofa next to the other rabbit, who looked at Judy blearily. "And Nick, you should come and talk to Percy – I'm sure you two will have lots to talk about, we hear you used to be in the popsicle business, and Percy sells ice-cream from his shop in summer!" Judy watched as Evangeline steered her friend over to the nut-munching beaver.

Summoning up her reserves of enthusiasm Judy turned back to Ben "So, Ben, you do yoga?"

"Uh-huh." He drawled, blinking slowly "It's, like, meditative."

"Great!" Close up she could see that the other rabbit's fur looked matted and unkempt, and he smelt distinctly of dandelions, which were a popular legal drug amongst Zootopia's rabbit population. Judy desperately tried to revive the conversation "So that's at the Mystic Springs club, right?"

"Yeah."

"We visited there to get evidence for the night howler case. We met Yax, and your yoga teacher Nangi."

"Yax is a cool guy." Judy waited to see if he would say anything else, but so much conversation seemed to have exhausted him. She suppressed a sigh, and looked over to where Nick was looking awkward talking to Percy the beaver and Emmitt. He caught her eye and raised one eyebrow. She flicked her eyes at Ben, who seemed to be taking a nap, and then mouthed 'save me!' at her fox friend. Nick glanced round at the other mammals surrounding him, and shrugged apologetically. Judy rolled her eyes at him.

After a few more moments, during which Judy and Ben sat in silence, Evangeline called them in to dinner. Judy's heart sank as she saw that there were neat little place-cards in front of every seat – and sure enough, hers was next to Ben's. Nick was sat further down the table, between the badger couple.

Evangeline brought out dishes of soup for a starter, and topped up everyone's wine glasses. The food was delicious, but Judy was distracted by Ben's slurping. After a while he looked around and said "I'm, like, really uncomfortable in this shirt." He scratched around his collar "I thought this was going to be a naturist party, but maybe we save that for later, yeah?" he nodded at her, as if completing a transaction.

She shuddered "No! Erm, I'm not a…a naturist. I don't think it's that kind of party at all!"

"Oh." He shrugged, and went back to his soup.

At the end of the first course Judy offered to help Mrs Otterton with the dishes, and Nick promptly volunteered as well. As they carried the bowls through Nick whispered to her "So how are you enjoying your bunny date?"

"I swear they're trying to set me up with him!" she hissed "What am I going to do?"

"Aw," Nick smirked at her "I think you two make quite the cute couple."

"Nick! That is _not funny_!"

"Isn't he your type?"

"He's a nudist druggie! That is _so_ not my type."

"What is your type?" Nick asked, genuinely curious.

"I'd settle for someone who at least brushes their fur once in a while."

At that point Evangeline entered the kitchen and they had to curtail their conversation. The rest of the meal passed relatively uneventfully, and Judy managed to have quite an enjoyable conversation with Leslie the badger about her job as a fashion designer. Emmitt regaled them all with stories from his time under observation in the hospital, and everyone gave Nick and Judy a round of applause for their role in his recovery.

At the end of the evening they all thanked the Ottertons for a lovely time, and headed out to their cars. As Nick and Judy were walking to their 4x4 they were waylaid by Ben, who said "Hey, so can I speak to Judy, dude?"

"Yeah?" Nick answered

"Like, alone?" Ben rolled his red-rimmed eyes. Nick and Judy exchanged a glance, Judy shrugged, and Nick strolled ahead to the car, glancing back to make sure she was okay.

"So, can I get your number then?" Ben drawled.

"Um…" she paused, took a deep breath, and then said "Sir, if you ever need police assistance you can contact us on 911 in an emergency, or on your regional police telephone number for less immediate assistance." She ran towards Nick, and jumped into the car, shutting the door firmly before collapsing into giggles.

She rested her head on the steering wheel, laughing, whilst Nick watched concernedly. "Carrots?" he asked tentatively "you okay?"

"He asked for my number!" she said, slightly hysterically.

"And you handled it very well." He said, patting her gingerly on the shoulder.

"Oh Nick!" she laughed, and flung herself into his arms "Never leave me with a weirdo like that again!"

He smiled down at her "I'll do my best. Now, let's get home."

"Oh…" she paused "I think I've had too much to drink."

"Well you are only a little bunny, it's not surprising you can't hold your drink." He smirked "And you have a wine moustache."

"What!" she patted her upper lip with her paws.

"Ha! I'm kidding Carrots, you look great."

"Thanks, partner. But I don't think I'm safe to drive."

"Oh right. That's okay, I'll drive and drop you off – I can bring the car to the station in the morning."

Judy nodded in agreement, and they switched seats. As they pulled up outside Judy's block of flats she leant across to kiss him on the cheek. "Goodnight Nick."


End file.
